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THE. ART /AMATEUR. 



the. success .of Mr. Buchanan's work, which, to put 
the matter mildly, is not quite equal to " Ruy Bias." 

To follow "Constance" Mr. Wallack purchased an 
original melodrama by Henry Guy Carleton, one of the 
new .school of humorists who have, contributed to 
Life. The story of Mr. Carleton's play is like one of 
Gaboriau's novels. A man is assaulted in a railway 
carriage. The hero was in the carriage, asleep, when 
the assault occurred, and is charged with the crime 
just as he is about to marry a lovely girl. His be- 
trothed believes him guilty, but pretends to be con- 
vinced of his innocence in order to prevent him from 
committing suicide. Finally, the person who has 
been most active in hunting down the hero is discov- 
. ered to be the real culprit. This is a thoroughly 
French piot ; the incidents are supposed to occur in 
France ; but. .the characters are American. It is an 
odd sort of play for a humorist to write ; but I hope to 
be. able, to congratulate Mr. Carleton upon his success 
as. an American dramatist. 

Mr. Wallack now has a wonderfully complete com- 
pany. . It comprises John Gilbert, the best old man ; 
Madame Ponisi, the best old lady ; Rose Coghlan, the 
best leading lady in this country ; John Howson, a 
capital comedian ; Osmond Tearle, Herbert Kelcey 
and a .number of new young actors and actresses, all 
from England and all the better for their careful 
training abroad. It will be his own fault, therefore, if 
his theatre does not speedily resume its rank as the 
leading playhouse of America. Certainly, no other 
theatre is more'splendid and more comfortable. 
; But every-, timetthat Mr. Wallack has produced an 
American, play the result has been disastrous. The 
melodrama of Mr. Carleton may be the exception to 
this rule, and the fact that Mr. Wallack has purchased 
it,:, after so many disappointments from American 
dramatists, speaks loudly in its favor. 

* * 

* 

■ The. Casino, after the long run of " Falka" and a 
revival of ." The Beggar Student," produced a comic 
opera, called "Nell Gwynne," the music by Plan^ 
quette, the composer of " The Chimes of Normandy," 
and the libretto by H. B. Famie/of London. Revers- 
ing, the usual process, the libretto was written to the 
music, which is something like fitting a man to a 
coat; instead of the coat to the man. 

" Nell Gwynne" had a year's run in London, but 
will hardly last until the New Year here. The story 
is very complicated, and not very funny. The music 
is sweet and musicianly without being popular. But 
•the chief: defect of the presentation is the selection; of 
Fxaulein Cotrelly as the heroine. 
- ' The story takes us back to the time of Charles the 
Second, and Rochester and Buckingham are the 
heroes. These rakes are masquerading as inn-keep- 
ers in the New Forest. One of them has refused to 
marry a rustic heiress whom he has never seen. , The 
other has declined to give Nell Gwynne a part in an 
entertainment which he has composed for the court. 
The two ladies disguise themselves as servants to be- 
witch the two earls. This is a bit of "Martha." 
Then all the characters change into somebody else, 
and each of them has a double, as in "Olivette." 
Rochester becomes a beadle and Buckingham a rat- 
catcher. Nell Gwynne is a gypsy, who tells every- 
body's fortunes. The real beadle and the real rat- 
catcher are .'involved in the intrigue. At length the 
King comes to hunt in the Forest, and, all disputes be- 
ing referred to his merry majesty, the opera ends hap- 
pily, but not until the audience are so bored that they 
no longer care whether or not one heroine gets her hus- 
band, and the other her chance to figure as an actress. 

Fraulein Cotrelly has done a great deal to make the 
Casino popular, under Colonel McCaull's manage- 
ment,' and Laura Joyce is a favorite contralto. It is 
not disrespectful to these ladies to say that they have 
not drunk of the fountain of Ponce de Leon. To be 
interesting, the character of Nell Gwynne must be 
played by a young and pretty woman, as good an 
^actress on the stage as she is supposed to be in the 
opera. , Fraulein Cotrelly does not meet these require- 
ments.' I think that the work would have failed with- 
out her, because of the dulness of the libretto ; but 
she-rendered' its failure unequivocal. 

Colonel McCaull' produced the new opera magnifi- 
cently.- His engagement at the Casino ends in May, 
and he seemed determined to show that his last pro- 
duction should be his best. The scenery and cos- 
tumes were superb. J; H.' Ryley and Digby Bell 



headed the. comedy .. cast. Irene , Perry made a suc- 
cessful dSbut. But. money and talent were wasted 
upon a work which only, the charms of Florence St. 
John could have kept upon the stage so long in Lon- 
don, and the Casino will have to fall back upon its 
former successes, of which "Falka" appears to me 

to be the most amusing. 

* . * 
* 

The Irving season opened with repetitions of " The 
Merchant of Venice," " Much Ado About Nothing" 
and " Louis the Eleventh," performed with the same 
perfection which equally astonished and delighted the 
public a few months ago. Its novelties will be 
" Hamlet" and " Twelfth Night." 

Mr. Irving gives us a melodramatic Hamlet ; he 
does much more acting in the part than Edwin 
Booth ; he introduces new effects rather than new 
readings. No two persons were ever agreed as to 
how " Hamlet" should be played ; but there will be 
no dispute as to the Ophelia of Ellen Terry, whose 
melancholy is as delicious as her comedy. 

In " Twelfth Night" Miss Terry will be compared 
with Adelaide Neilson, whose Viola has never been 
surpassed upon the American stage. We have had 
no performance of Malvolio with which to compare 
Mr. Irving' s. The character has hitherto been re- 
garded as' subordinate, and intrusted to an eccentric 
comedian, like Charles Fisher. In London Mr. Irv- 
ing' s acting; provpked much discussion ; but the pub- 
lic silenced criticism. by enthusiastic applause. 

The characteristics of the. Irving season, which 
make it so important artistically,, are. not • the admir- 
able impersonations of the twin stars, but the excel- 
lence of all the actors, the completeness. of all the de- 
tails, the tasteful beauty of the scenery and costumes, 
the art with which the orchestra is used to emphasize 
the dramatic effects. In these respects the perform- 
ances are as remarkable as those of last season. 
We, may have, had; stars as great as Mr. Irving and 
Miss.' Terry, . .althqugh I do not remember any who 
have impressed me; so powerfully and so pleasantly, 
but we have never. had such an ensemble — we have 
never had such perfection. 

The company has not lost anything by the secession 
pfVlfilliam Terriss, who is supporting Mary Anderson 
in London, and who writes me that he will return with 
her to, America to play in "Romeo and Juliet." 
Good as he was, Mr. Alexander satisfactorily replaces 
him, and the discipline of the troupe is so exact that 
even Miss Mill ward is not missed. 
. Large as were the receipts of the first Irving season, 
those of this season will exceed them. Mr. Irving 
has insisted that the prices of seats in the upper part 
of the theatre shall not be increased, so that those of 
the public who can afford to pay only fifty cents will 
be amply accommodated. Like all actors, Mr. Irving 
likes to play to a pit and gallery audience, and, as we 
have no pit in this country, he longs for a crowded 
gallery, or, as we call it, the Family Circle. The 
frank applause, which is deadened in the stalls and 
dress circle by the kid gloves, inspires him. In 
truth, every playgoer ought to remember that the 
more he applauds the acting the better it will be. 
" The palm to him who merits it" applies also to the 
palm of the hand. 

Mr. Irving promises that, before his departure, he 
will produce a Shakespearian play here, so that we 
shall have a genuine first night. The scenery will be 
painted, the costumes designed and manufactured, 
the rehearsals conducted in New York. The play will 
probably be "As You Like It," with Miss Terry as 
Rosalind and Mr. Irving as Orlando, and this will be 
the first revival ol his next London season. 

* * 
* 

" Fedora;" which made a sensation last season 
with Miss Davenport and Robert Mantell, is equally 
worth seeing, now that Harry Lee has been substituted 
for Mr. Mantell as the hero. It is the best of Sardou's 
plays, and the best work which Miss Davenport has 
ever done as a star, and Mr. Lee divides the honors 
with her by his intelligence and passionate force. 

The Park Theatre, which has had all sorts of luck, 
except good luck, has now been leased by the veteran 
Boucicault, who will produce there a new play, called 
"Robert Emmett," which he has tested at Chicago. 
Years ago . Frank Marshall, the author of " False 
Shame,'' wrote for Mr. Irving a play with the same 
title. Mr. Irving did not produce it, because, the 
British public would not sympathize with a patriotic 



Irish drama. So the play .was.sent to this country to 
be sold to Charles Thome, who died before the.bar- 
gain was completed. . Is this the same work, revised 
by Mr. Boucicault, or has he written an original 
drama upon the subject ? . . Stephen Fiske. 

THE NATIONAL ACADEMY OF- DESIGN. 



The autumn exhibition at the Academy is a peculiar 
one. It includes three hundred and ninety-six works, 
among which there are a number that justify their 
being hung. At first sight, the collection seems to.be 
good in the main, but the plan of selection which, has 
been adopted defies analysis. Alongside of pictures 
which are in every way worthy of commendation, the 
crudest studies of beginners are found— bits of mere 
comic-journal farce put into oil-colors, atrocious 
peonies, wooden "snow-balls," unripe apples, by J. 
Decker, and fleurs-de-lys finished to the point of in- 
anity. Goethe said that the true function of art was 
the presentation of a loftier reality ; but manyof the 
realists in this exhibition seem to have thought that 
the true aim. of art is to bring art down as near as 
may be to literalism, thereby proving that art is riot 
worth while, and that the actual objects — flowers, 
houses, men and women, or ships — would be more 
desirable to look at than any pictures of them. 

Carl Brandt's portraits painted after death, in the 
South Gallery, show what skill and imagination can 
do in this line. They are like miniatures thrown up 
in large size. Absolutely real, they still are not artis- 
tic. The idea of imitation and of the photograph pre- 
dominates in them. C. Y. Turner's " Interrupted 
Game," a gentleman seated at a chess-table, quite 
outdoes these in picture, although the likeness and the 
painting of the face are inferior. "Little Lady 
Blanche," by Miss Elizabeth Booth, furnishes another 
example of artistic portrait painting. The subject^a 
small girl — stands dressed in white, wearing a white 
mob-cop, on a white fur robe, against a whitish back- 
ground. A difficult theme, technically, but.it has 
been wrought out with success. 

Of genre many good examples are offered. For in- 
stance, Louis Moeller's antiquarian among his collec- 
tions ; Percy Moran's low-toned figure composition, 
" The Duet ;" Irving Wiles's " Letter Caf6, Interior ;" 
C. Y. Turner's bold study, mainly in tempered grays, 
of a woman reading. J. G. Brown is responsible for 
an elaborate interior illustrating the process of apple- 
paring, which Bret Harte might describe as " the 
homely pathetic." In quite another style, F. S. 
Church keeps up to the standard with his " New Mel- 
ody" and "A Young Mermaid," although the sus- 
picion obtrudes itself that Mr. Church is getting to be 
too hasty with his work. The " Sunset" of Charles 
H. Miller is sloppy and uncertain. E. L. Henry has 
a pretty little piece, entitled " Dead Broke," depicting 
two pigeons in the embrasure of a steeple-window, 
with a glimpse of landscape and red roofs outside. 
But the " Washing Day, Italian Quarter, New York/' 
of Charles X. Harris, though small, is far more prom- 
ising. It would be impossible to summarize here the 
numerous out-door pictures. "Crossing the Karou 
Desert, South Africa," by Rhoda Nicholls, is prob- 
ably the most striking among them, with its clear 
sunset, its ridgy blue clay hills, and the procession of 
blacks in the foreground, relieved by tints of red in 
their draperies. C. W. Eaton's twilight scene shows 
good qualities ; Bolton Jones and Hasbrouck both do 
themselves credit ; but Leonard Ochtman's " Autumn 
Memory" occupies more room than it deserves. • Un- 
der this hangs a triplicate portraiture of Grant, Sher- 
man and Sheridan, chiefly remarkable for glaring blue 
uniforms and gilt buttons. These are the work of 
Mr. Huntington; President of the Academy. A pleas- 
ant garden scene, by C. Y. Turner, takes its place in 
the South Gallery, where also Mr. De Witt's " Corner 
of a Studio" holds the place of honor. Why it should 
do so is not easy to comprehend; A partially draped 
girl, surrounded by bric-a-brac, is supposed to be re- 
flected in a mirror ; but the trouble is that the mirror 
does not reflect. The marines of H. R. Poore and 
Neil Mitchell, both cast in unusual gradations of 
opaque white,. are skilfully done. Other artists repre- 
sented are Guy, Satterlee, Rosina Emmet, Maynard, 
Bolton Jones, Walter Palmer, Harry Chase, Edward 
Gay. But it is useless to specify or describe further, 
because the collection, notwithstanding its various 
elements of interest, is not unusual or distinctive. . 
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